POEMS OLD AND NEW

THE SHIP

THERE was no song nor shout of joy,

Nor beam of moon or sun.
When she came back from the voyage

Long ago begun ;
But twilight on the waters

Was quiet and grey,
And she glided steady, steady and pensive,

Over the open bay.

Her sails were brown and ragged,

And her crew hollow-eyed,                     10

But their silent lips spoke content

And their shoulders pride ;
Though she had no captives on her deck,

And in her hold
There were no heaps of corn or timber

Or silks or gold.

SIR J. C. SQUIRE

THE OLD SHIPS
I HAVE seen old ships sail like swans asleep
Beyond the village which men still call Tyre,
With leaden age o'ercargoed, dipping deep
For Famagusta and the hidden sun                 2
That rings black Cyprus with a lake of fire ;
And all those ships were certainly so old
Who knows how oft with squat and noisy gun,
Questing brown slaves or Syrian oranges,
The pirate Genoese
Hell-raked them till they rolled
Blood, water, fruit, and corpses up the hold.
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